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Times as a descriptive writer and was strongly tempted by it. However, when Mr. Watson readily agreed to the transfer, I had no hesitation in sticking to The Daily Telegraph*
My first reportorial job was another hint of destiny, and was also slightly unfortunate. Air exercises, the most realistic since the end of World War I, had been planned, and for the first time Press observers were to be allowed to fly with the bombing formations. At that time it was still considered a daring and dangerous thing to fly with the R.A.F., even on peace-time manoeuvres. Consequently, any feelings of envy among my colleagues were modified by the general conviction that I would not return alive.
I accepted the job eagerly as a chance to show what I could do and found myself assigned to an Auxiliary Air Force squadron, flying old-fashioned Fairey Fawn biplane bombers and stationed at Waddington, in Lincolnshire. I had bought a Morris two seater, and as I motored up to Waddington in it I noticed with some misgivings that the wind was blowing at gale force. No sooner had I arrived than I was rushed into a sidcot flying suit, a bugle was sounded and I was swept out onto the tarmac with a mass of men all of whom acted as if their trousers were on fire.
The aircraft were lined up with screws thrashing. Nobody was quite sure where I was to go. Somebody shouted that he had a vacant place, and, apprehensively dodging the flashing screw, I somehow scrambled in. Then I noticed a mechanic dashing madly out of the hangar waving an object at me and shouting. He pushed something into the cockpit. I bawled: "What's that?"
" Parachute," he yelled.
" What the hell do I do with it? " I screamed agitatedly.
"Shove it on, jump out, count five, then pull the handle."
This, I claim, is the shortest parachute training course on record. All this realistic haste turned out to be a theatrical misfire. At that moment the commanding officer appeared on the scene, made a negative gesture, the engines stopped and we all sheepishly climbed out. It had been decided that, as the wind was too tempestuous, these old machines would not be able to reach their objective—North Weald